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old wounds 


Author's Notes: 
This is my first FF | ever translated into english, originally it was written in german. So please dont be too 


accurate with the grammar .. 


And of course all of it is pure fiction but we all know that it could be like this .. 


He was twelve again. Everything was bigger, than he remembered it, warped, as if one would look through a 
wall of water but still so terribly real. A stifling afternoon in his outskirt, the air was warm and sticky as 
syrup. All the shutters and blinds were closed to resist the heat and nobody payed attention to the little boy 
sitting by the side of the road and enjoying the silence and emptiness. 


He saw the street with the orderly, bourgeois front gardens and the compact, straight pastel-colored houses, 
they belonged to. He nearly could taste the damp, humid air, smell the heavy scent of drying grass and hear 
the buzzing of the insects again. 


And a voice, dull but clear: 


„Hello, lad, you alone?" 


He looked up and saw into the face of the man who had accosted him. His memories deserted him , it was just 
a blurry, pale spot in front of the blue sky. But the voice gave him goosebumps, he had not had back then 

He heared his own voice respond: 

„Yeah, Mr. Slaughter." 

sUhum. Its pretty warm out here, isn't it? Why are you sitting here?" 

„| need a break from my parents. They are a bit.difficult at times." 


„Aha. Listen, John. That's your name, isn't it?" 


„Yes, Sir.” 


„Would ya like to earn some money?" 

„How much?" 

The man laughed, it was a friendly, deep laughter but it made him shiver with fear. 

„How much? It depends on how good you are." 

What'd | have to do?" 

„Come with me and i'll tell ya." 

Everything inside him as the observer of the scene cried out warnings to his younger self, tried to pull it back 
and make it stop cause he knew what was awaiting him now. He has 

had undergone it too many times before. 

But the twelve year old, with the naivety that was natural for his age, followed his neighbor. 

The house was cozy and small but inside there was hardly any difference to the temperatures outside, though 
most of the blinds were shut. The scene became blurred for a moment, then went sharp again and he saw the 
ceiling of a bathroom, while he felt hands, much too big, wandering over his body. 

Pain, itching, shooting through his veins. 

Fear, cold and foaming, making him unable to move. A wheeze next to his left ear, dull and 

rough, soaked with lust. Something wet on his cheek. 


„There, You earned it." 


He stared at the dollarbill in his hand. Washington looked like a dark green dirt smudge throug a mist of tears. 


„and this stays our little secret, ok? We dont want mummy tv daddy to worry, do we?" 


He awoke with a start, gasped for breath. Cool, acclimatized, dry. not a trace of grass or mugginess anymore. 
He stared around in his room until his eyes got used to the dim light, spent by the city outside his window. A 
high, trembling tone was filling the air, desperated, terrified. It took him a moment to realize that it was him 
who whimpered. It vibrated deep in his chest and was interrupdet by dry, short sobbings from time to time. 


He couldn't stay in this bed no longer, the sheets sticked to his skin, soaked with sweat, ice-cold and niffy. He 
stemmed himself onto his unsteady feet and staggered to the bathroomdoor, firmed up at the wood and 
nearly fell into the room behind it. 


It took him ages to slip out of his pajama pants since his fingers were numb and shivering, and finally getting 
into the shower. The water running over his body was much too hot. so hot, that his skin became as red as a 
lobster but it didnt matter how far he turned the thermostat to the left side, it wasn't hot enough to cast 
out the cold inside him. To burn it out, wash it away together with the dirt, the shame and the sweat that 
sticked to his body. He washed out his mouth as if to get rid of the disgusting taste that had clinged to it 
even long 


after.. 


he stayed under the steady stream until the tremble eased and one would not have been able anymore to tell 
whether the water running off his face was salty or sweet. Tears or tab water. He tried to disappear into the 
dust, to become one with the billions of droplets, but as desperated he tried to imagine it, as less he was able 
to manage it. 


He still was the little boy whom his innocence has been stolen too soon. 


When he got out of the shower, there were wafts of mist hanging everywhere in the bathroom. The six-foot- 
tall mirror was misted over. He stood in fornt of it and waited until the fog lifted, hoping, wishing, praying, that 
underneath the dim layer there would appear another, new, innocent face. But as he looked at the reflecting 


surface all the disappointment and disgust came back. 


It was still him, the same eyes, the same nose, the same lines around his mouth and the corners of his eyes, 


the same hair and the same body. 


He moaned and dropped to the floor. Why was it happening again? It left him alone for over two decades. Why 
was it creeping back now, stealing the few valuable hours of sleep from him or polluted them so much that he 


was more exhausted after than before? 


He had got himself help. Many psychiatrists had made a mint by consulting him and he had thought he'd 
gotten rid of it forever. 
He'd thought he'd be able to spend his remaining years in something like happieness. 


He was 5I years old, that was long enough to forget, wasn't it? He started sobbing again, unrestrained, lay on 
the ground and burrowed his face in the soft fabric of the carpet. 
Then he stood up, sweeped away the water from off his cheeks and ate two pills. 


He took them regularly, every single day since 92. Since his collapse. They helped him to numb it, to drive it 
back and to paralyse it but they could not kill it. Nobody and nothing could. It stuck too deep. It hurt too much. 
It was a part of him and poisoned him slowly, ate him away and killed him bit by bit. Every day a bit more. 


And it was impossible to stop it. Psychiatrists had tried to drag it out of him, to the light and burn it. 
Antidepressiva had wanted to break it down until it was completely vanished. 

He himself had banned it into the deepest precipices of his soul and his spirit but the knowing stayed: He, John 
Bongiovi was a whore. A catamite, raped, disgraced and dropped, as he slowly but inexorably lost his infantile 
features and began to struggle. 


He stepped to the window of his suite and stared whith empty glace at the traffic over a hundred meters 
under him. What would it feel like to fall? To just let go and float through the air, weightless, free, free for 
the first time in his life? Would he even feel the crash? 

He doubted it. 

Shaking his head he turned around. He'd tryed it before, once, 1992 and he had failed. What if the second time it 
‘d be the same? When he wasn't even able to set his life an end when HE wanted,what was he up to then at 
all? 


No, there had to be another solution. But which? 


